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MANUSCRIPTS

The Willow Street Terror
Mary Johnson
GUESSI was the only one on Willow Street who even spoke to
Mr. Maclean. Well, he did seem like an odd little man. The
kids hated him because he always called the police when they
played ball in front of his house. He said he did it because he lived
right off of busy Southeastern Avenue, and a car could turn onto
'Willow and hit a boy before anybody knew what happened. The
neighbors said he was afraid somebody might knock a baseball
through the rear window of his old Plymouth that always sat on the
street in front of his house. The neighbor kids called him "Maclean
the Fiend."
Maybe the biggest reason for the general hatred of Mr. Maclean
was the way he treated his wife. He used to come out on the front
porch and yell at her all the time. Mrs. Maclean would just take itat least nobody had ever heard her say a word back. Mrs. Bobbit, who
lived right next door to the Macleans, said that Mrs. Maclean was
forever trying to make up for her husband's actions. She would bake
pies and cookies for the Bobbits and her other next door neighbor,
Old Frank Higgins.
.
Mrs. Bobbit always said that Mrs. Maclean would have had to
bake a lot of sweets to make up for her husband. He had Keep Off
signs posted on all his trees.
'When the Macleans first moved in, th~y and the Bobbits agreed
to split the cost of a new fence. Mr. Bobbit bought the material and
paid the carpenters, but he never got a cent out of Maclean. Maclean
could not get along with his other next door neighbor any better.
He was always afraid that Higgins' big boxer Duke might get loose
and come after him. Maclean kept a broom on his front porch to
swing at dogs. When he left for wor)< at t?ree each morning, he
would carry it down the steps and to his car If he thought any dogs
were near.
What a difference there was in the way Mrs. Maclean got along
with Duke! She would talk to that dog for hours. She used to come
out back and say,
"Well hello Duke! How are you today? My, you're a pretty dog.
Yes, you are. I'll bet J could find a nice bone for you if I tried."
And Duke would turn his head from side to side and whine a little
like he understood everything she said. Everybody thought Mrs.
Maclean was an angel, but I always said she was just a little too sweet.
If she was that perfect why did she marry Maclean, I would ask them.
Well one mornina Mr. Maclean was half way down his steps,
so he later told me, when he heard a dog growl and made out Duke's
form in the darkness. The dog was crouched on the sidewalk in
front of Maclean's car, and he did not have his broom. Maclean was
afraid to move back toward his house, and he certainly had no
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intention of going to his car. He stood on his steps and yelled
for help. Finally he started for his door, but Duke had the seat of
his pants before he reached the porch.
Oh Maclean was mad! He called the police and the city pound,
but no one could cart Duke away because Maclean was the only one
who had ever complained about the dog, and Maclean was always
complaining to the police about something. Usually, by the time I got
home from work at five each morning, Mr. Maclean had already left
for work, and l-liggins would be warming up his car to leave. This
m<;mling the two men were having a big fight. Maclean accused
HIggins of letting Duke out purposely, and he told Higgins that he
was not going to get away with it. To add to the confusion, Duke
was still running around loose, and Mrs. Maclean was trying to get
hir:l to come to her. She cooed and coaxed, but the big dog was
enjoying his freedom too much to give it up for ,L few pats. She
fmally caught his collar, but Duke snapped at her and got away.
You should have seen her face when that dog ran off; it hardened
like marble.
When Higgins went out to feed Duke before leaving for work
the next morning, he found his dog over against the fence stone dead.
Beside Duke was a piece of half-eaten steak that I-figgins had not
given his dog.
.
Well, Higgins and Maclean had another big rumpus. This time,
I guess Higgins really scared Maclean. He warned Maclean to be
real careful when he came out for work each morning because
"terrible things happen to dog killers." Maclean tried to slap a peace
bond on Higgins and get police protection for himsel f, but by now the
police regarded Maclean as a joke. N othing about the incident was a
joke to Mrs. Maclean ; she was heartbroken. Mrs. Bobbit said Mrs.
Maclean cried over Duke for a week.
I really never did think Maclean poisoned Duke. That man was
too scared of that dog to go out back in the dark and throw the
animal a piece of poisoned meat. Everybody else thought Maclean
did it. A couple of days after the incident he came out to his car
and found his tires slashed. The police came this time and Maclean
wanted them to go right over and arrest Higgins. I-Ie thought the
old 111anhac! either paid some kic!s to tear up his car or had clone it
himself. The police told Maclean that they would do all they could
to find the vandals, but they also told him that he ought to try to
get along with his neighbors better, or he might be in for a lot of this
sort of trouble.
Mr. Maclean took their warning to heart. He told me that a hernoon that he was going to lock his car from now on and he saicl,
"I'd really like to be friendly, but I don't have a chance with these
people around here. You know, half the time I'm afraid to go out of
the house. That old man over there is crazy enough to shoot me, and
I can't take her anymore." (Maclean nodded toward his house.)
"I never poisoned that dog, but try to tell her that. Every time I
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bring it up she starts bawling. I've about decided to pack up and
move out. I've had it."
The neighbors say there was a big fight at the Macleans' that
night. Mrs. Bobbit said there was a light and a lot of noise corning
from ]VIr.Maclean's ro0111. When I turned off of Southeastern onto
Willow the next morning at five, I was surprised to sec Mr. Maclean's
car still in front of his house. Must have overslept, I thought.
Seeing Maclean in his car, I rolled down my window to ask if he was
having any trouble getting started. His head rested against the
steering wheel and his eyes stared downward vacantly. Something
long and straight rose from his rounded back.
I must have driven down Willow and laid on the horn until the
neighbors came out. I can't remember what I did. When they told
Mrs. Maclean she cried over and over,
"Everything I love leaves me." A doctor had to give her something- to quiet her down.
The police went straight to I-Iiggins after learning of the quarrel.
It turned out that he had been over to his sister's all night. She comes
and washes for him once a week. Since Maclean's wallet was missing,
the police said it looked like an open and shut case of robbery.
I-Iiggins said it was probably one of those dope fiends. I never did go
along with that. If Mr. Maclean kept his car locked, how could
anybody get in the back seat and wait for him as they must have done?
There was a patrol car prowling Willow for a month and I was
always reading in the paper about new suspects being picked up and
questioned, but the police couldn't find the killer.
Mrs. Maclean was afraid to be alone with a killer loose, so Mrs.
Bobbit and Mr. Higgins tried to stay with her as much as they could.
She told Mr. Bobbit that she didn't have any family. Her mother
was not married when she was born, so she gave her daughter to her
mother and father. Mrs. Maclean said that her grandfather died
when she was only about eight and her grandmother passed on a few
years later. She would have been all alone in the world if it had not
been for Mrs. Bobbit and Mr. Higgins. He put up her storm
windows, raked her leaves and played Canasta with her. I-Ie had to
put chains and night locks on her doors because she was so afraid.
Mrs. Bobbit kept her company and took her to the store all the time.
Then we all began to notice things. Mrs. Maclean told Mr.
Higgins to leave the Keep Off signs on the trees. The police came
out whenever a group of kids played ball in front of the Maclean
house and there was no old Plymouth there now-Mrs.
Maclean had
sold it. Some said Higgins was calling the police because he was
worried about his own car, but I said that was silly. Why, half the
time when the police came, Higgins was at work. I knew who was
doing it. She never offered to pay the Bobbits, either. The biggest
thing was the way she acted when Mr. Higgins' sister came to wash
each week. Mrs. Maclean would dash for her trash burner to raise
all the smoke and soot she could.
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Despite her actions, Higgins continued to do oeld jobs for her
and play cards with her. Mrs. Bobbit came over to get Mrs. Maclean
to go to the store one day, and Mrs. Maclean started telling her what
a wonderful man Mr. Higgins was. She wound up telling Mrs.
Bobbit that she and Higgins were going to get married. Mr. Bobbit
congratulated Higgins that afternoon, and that's how Higgins found
out what Mrs. Maclean had said. He didn't know anything about it,
and he told Bobbit that he had never proposed marriage to Mrs.
Maclean. He was going to retire soon and go to California. He told
Hobbit that he and Mrs. Maclean were going to have to get a few
things straight. He went into her house, and they had a battle royal.
When I left for work at eight, things had quieted down. Higgins had
gone home, and I thought everything was all right.
I got off and started home the next morning as usual. It was hard
for me to turn onto Willow ever since Mr. Maclean. I was always
afraid that I would flick on my brights and see Mr. Maclean in his
car. I turned and felt relieved as I knew I would. Maclean's Ply1110uthwasn't there, just Higgins' car. I rolled down my window to
speak when I saw Higgins in the car. As I got nearer, Higgins
thrust his arm out and bent his hand into a claw. He turned a
twisted face toward me and tried to speak. Another hard handle rose
from his back. A shadow moved across the back seat and Mrs.
Maclean stuck her head up to glare at me. This was Mrs. Mac1eanthis wild old witch? I knew she was just waiting for him to dieso she could take his wallet. I couldn't take my eyes off the old
woman. My car crashed into a parked one, pinning me in on the left
side. I was so scared I felt sick. I heard a car door slam, and I knew
she was either headed for her house or coming after me. I scooted
over to lock the doors on the opposite side, but a shadow fel1 across
the dash, and I drew back against the left side of my car. A rabid
grey figure grabbed at my car door. Just then a porch light flashed
on, and Mrs. Maclean's head jerked up like an animal's. She moved
away from the car as a man came out on the porch and yelled,
H\i\T el1, that's al1 I need! Sornebody's smashed up my car."
The next thing I knew a policeman was slapping my face and
asked me what I knew about the corpse in the car behind me. I told
them, and we went to get her. She looked tired and frazzled when
she answered the door. She did not seem to know what was wrong,
but she let the police go through her house without a warrant. When
they told her Higgins was dead, she slumped into a chair and cried,
"No, he wouldn't leave me-not Frank."
The police looked all around. They finally found Maclean's suitcase-still
packed-in
her closet, a blood-stained knife and a half
empty can of arsenic in the kitchen. All she would say was,
"I loved him. vVe were going to be married. I'd never have hurt
him; he was all I had. Now they'll send me to the electric chair because they think I did it. I'm old, but I'm afraid to die. Tell them
somebody."
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"Don't worry about that; you'll never get put to death," I told her.

Lighter Darkness
David Dawson
[ALBERT DARRs: He is independent, self-willed, and an extre!ne
realist. He is concerned with his own wishes and desires. Nothmg
stands as an obstacle for him. This is especially true in his business
dealings, for he is aiming at the position of vice-president.
He is
nearly 10 years older than his wife.
MARY DARRS: She is Albert's wife, small, slender. She is a
sensitive, perceptive woman who of Iers a complete contrast to her
husband. She is much younger than her husband. Therefore, she
bows before his years and authority in all decisions until the latter
part of the play.
MADGELIGHTON: Mary's sister. She is extremely attractive with
dark hair and eyes. She dresses expensively with much jewelry, and
there is a noticeable resemblance between her and her sister. She
has a moody temperament ranging from extreme gaiety to deep
depression.
GEORGETHOMAS: He is about Albert's age and one of Albert's
friends. Like Albert, he married a woman younger than himself.
He is a stable, settled person.
Madge has come to live with her sister and hrother-in-law
after
the death of her mother. Madge's father, whom she adored, died
some years before. After that time, Madge had a complete breakdown
and was hospitalized. She came home to stay with her elderly, bedridden mother until her death. She came to Mary and Albert and
immediately suggested changing their way of living, remodeling the
house, and generally criticizing their tastes. She made open advances
to Albert and was frequently seen in town with older men. Mary
and Albert find her presence uncomfortable
and limiting. When
Madge comes home drunk while Mary and Albert are entertaining
an important business client, Albert raves. He demands that Madge
leave and puts it to Mary to tell her. It is now the following morning.
(There is a large sofa center with end tables on either side.
Upstage is a large arch with stairs coming into the hallway from
the right leading upstairs to the bedrooms. There is a door up left to
the outside and one up right to the kitchen. The whole m0111 is
decorated in very good taste. Albert sits on the sofa reading a newspaper.) ]
MARY: (entering
through the arch after coming down the
stairs) She's still sleeping.
ALBERT: Hum. It figures. Drunken stupor, I suppose.
MARY: I didn't want to wake her to tell her anything. She's calm
now and resting.
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ALBEIn: Don't be easy on her. Going soft will accomplish nothing.
MARY: I know you will be upholding me, Albert-as
always. But
I don't mind telling her myself. I won't be rude or rough. I don't
want to be too stern. All I want is your assurance not to be.
ALBERT: You act as if you had already forgiven her.
lVL\RY:I don't want to judge. I've learned not to-not in Madge's
case anymore.
She's had such-well-a
di f Iicult emotional strain.
ALBERT: (sarcastic)
My parents died, too, Mary, and I came
out without experiencing a complete trauma.
MARY: In Madge's thinking, it wasn't exactly fairALBERT: ]\IIany things aren't fair. Don't complain. Don't try to
change the world .
.MARY: You are independent, Albert. You refuse to see Madge's
difficulty. You're the man who enters a dark room after standing in
the sunlight. You can't see, and it's more convenient to rush outside
where everything is safe and light.
ALBERT: I won't have you making allowance for the woman. As
you say, Mary, it is much easier to face the sunlight. Don't look in
dark r00111S,Mary. They never look the same when the sunlight hits
them.
IVL\RY:Do you remember when we were married, Albert? I shall
not forget Mother walking up to me and whispering, 'Your young
man always reminds me of your father.' Madge was quite dependent
upon father.
(darkly)
Madge likes you. You hrould be gentle
with her.
ALBERT: Gentle! Now that's the best joke of the year. Has she
been gentle with us? She comes to stay. Takes over the place. Tries
to tell us how to decorate the house, how to run it-more
how she
wants it done. Runs around with-heaven
only knows-all
older than
she is. Makes a fool of herself in front of an important client. Can
you expectlVIARY:Albert, you are allowing yourself to become angry. vVe
promised to be reasonable about the affair.
I realize it has been
difficult for you. It has for me. (insinuating)
And will be. But
we can be understanding.
ALBERT: (calming)
I know, I invited her here as well as you.
But I wasn't so optimistic.
I'm not surprised things turned out
this way.
MARY: You are trying desperately to be sarcastic, Albert. Covering up something?
ALBERT: Oh, stop showing off. It's up to you to tell her to get out.
1V!r\RY:And I may do it as I please?
ALBERT: Tell her what you want. (angry)
I won't be there to
hear you. But just tell her and let me forget it. (doorbell rings).
MARY: Hold your voice down, Albert. The door-and
Madge.
(Albert goes to the door and opens it.)
ALBERT: George, good to see you.
GEORGE: (entering)
I'm bringing back the gun I borrowed.
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ALBERT: Thanks, George.
GEORGE:Mary. How are yOU?
MARY: Fine. And Margret?
.
GEORGE: Same as usual, home with the kids. Battling.
MARY: Won't you sit down and stay for a moment, George? (A
warning glance passes between Albert and Mary.)
GEORGE: (sitting)
] ust for a minute. Got t~ get back. home or
Margret will have my head on a platter. (laughmg)
I skipped out
of washing windows to come here.
MARY: Give me that thing. I'll put this in the closet. (goes upstairs) .
ALBERT: How was the hunting? Get anything?
GEORGE:Not bad for the rest of the fellows. I'm afraid that I'm
not a crack shot, though.
ALBERT: I'd like to get in a little hunting. Seems like I don't have
time now. Especially now that-(cuts
himself off.)
(awkward
silence follows. Mary enters).
GEORGE: Where's Madge? Sleeping late? (laughs)
(silence).
MARY: Yes-er-she
wasn't feeling quite herself.
ALBERT: As usual.
GEORGE:Margret asked me to invite you two over for next weekend. Dinner?
MARY:Yes, we would like that.
GEORGE:Madge, too, if she wants.
MARY: I'm sure MadgeALBERT: Madge may be leaving this week, George.
(Mary
glances at him.)
GEORGE:Oh, really? Going back home?
ALBERT: She hasn't told us her plans yet.
GEORGE:I'll have to drop by and see her off.
IVIARY: (doubtfully)
Yes- (looking at watch.)
I'd better get
some breakfast for Madge. She'll be getting up SOOI1. (starts exit).
Excuse me? (exit-they
watch her go.)
GEORGE: (nervously)
The gun was an excuse, Albert, to see you.
ALBERT: Problem?
GEORGE:I really don't know how to say it. The words escapeIt's Madge, Albert.
ALBERT: You mean her leaving.
GEORGE: I think her leaving is best. You see, she andALBERT: Why don't we forget all about Madge right now? I'd
like to. (Madge enters through the arch. Albert deliberately avoids
speaking to her.)
MADGE: Good-morning, everyone.
GEORGE: (lifts quickly)
There's the old sleepy-head.
Wish I
could sleep late. But with three kids running around the housewellMADGE: How are you, George?
GEORGE:Fine.
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MADGE: And Margret ?
GEORGE: (laugh)
Same as always, By the way, Albert tells me
you are leaving us. We'll miss you.
MADGE: (frowns)
Yes- (glances at Albert) I may be.
GEORGE: How soon?
MADGE: (lift) I don't know. I haven't made any plans yet.
GEORGE: Going to be lonely without you. Why didn't you tell us?
MADGE: (low)
'Well, I-(lift)
It was rather unexpected.
I
hadn't planned. You know how I am lively one minute-bored
the
next.
GEORGE: (laughing)
I know you better when you are lively.
MADGE: Perhaps you do. (Glances at Albert) uncomfortable
silence) .
GEORGE: 'Well, I've really got to be going. (starts to door). Just
in case I don't see you again- (frown)
I guess, this is good-bye,
Madae
MA·DGE: (smile) Yes, I guess it is.
GEORGE: (Albert stands at door). Is anything wrong, Albert?
ALBERT: Personal problem, George. You understand.
GEORGE: We all have them. \iV ell, good-bye. (addresses both).
Tell Mary good-bye for me, Albert. See you this week-end.
ALBERT: 0 f course. (George exits. Albert closes door, walks
to center. Short silence.)
MADGE: So I am leaving.
ALBERT: Sorry you had to find out that way.
MADGE: Well, at least we are doing it neatly, you might say. No
scandal and all that. Clean linen.
ALBERT: Don't be cynical. I think it best-for
all of us.
MADGE: Yes, it would be convenient with me out of the way,
wouldn't it? For all of us. If Mary were ever to find outALBERT: Your advances were not accepted. They were unwanted.
MADGE: So you told her that. Well, that's convenient, too. No
hurt feelings.
ALBERT: Oh, stop it. It's past. What happened between you and
me should be forgotten.
MADGE: Like a lot of other things, huh? With me out of the
way, there's not a worry, is there?
ALBERT: Oh, forMADGE: (lightly) Oh, now, you needn't worry. I'm not going to
tell anything. We'll just go through the motions. Nice leave taking.
ALBERT: You're taking it calmly. I'm glad.
MADGE: Did you expect me to scream and rant? Oh, that flashed
through my mind. But, what's the use? I'm better off out of
everyone's way.
ALBERT: Don't go talking like that.
MADGE: (reflective)
It's easier this way. No trouble to me, or
anyone. You know, something happens when I come into a room.
Like now. It's a stage all set for me. And I'm happy. Sometimes
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when the room is dark, I get afraid. It seems so lonely. So I turn
the light up very low and decorate the room with my own people
swimming in a sea of rose-petal perfume. And sometimes the people
are already there v-waiting for me. (quickly to Albert).
Oh, you
needn't be alarmed, Albert. You aren't the first-s-maybe the last.
ALBERT: I don't want to hear about your former love affairs.
Mj\DGE: You know, George was perfect-s-a father-s-and he was in
the room waiting for me.
ALBERT: George? He is married and has children.
IVIADGE:You are married too. George was a father, though. But
he was waiting for me. Of course you weren't. But the room wasn't
dark very long. But, then, you don't notice the darkness, do you?
ALBERTr What's that supposed to mean?
MADGE: Oh, nothing. When am I leaving?
ALBERT: Well~IMADGE: Suppose you leave it up to me? Soon?
ALBERT: Thank you for being so gracious about it, Madge. (sits
beside her, puts hand on her ann).
I mean, you and I~it just
couldn't lastMADGE: (violent outburst.)
Don't touch me. I don't want you
to touch me-r-ever again.
ALBERT: Madge~
MADGE: I don't even want to see you again. I wish that I had
never met you. You run off and leave me, just like~You~
ALBERT: Madge, please, I don't see. . . .
MADGE: There are many things you don't see. And never will.
(calms suddenly). And never will.
ALBERT: (walks toward her.) Madge- (She looks at him, runs
upstairs.)
MARY: (entering from right) Albert. vVhat~
ALBERT: She's all right. She took it calmly. So well. UntilMARY: You told her? (sits.) Oh, Albert, why?
ALBERT: It was an accident. George let it slip. I did my best
to carry it of f.
MARY: She was shouting. You didn'tALBERT: I didn't do a damn thing. That's just it.
MARY: You were discreet-s-gentle with her?
ALBERT: Are you off on that line again?
MARY: It wasn't fair. What you did, Albert.
ALBERT: What wasn't fair? I talked to her calmly, rationally.
Then she blew of f like an alarm clock.
lVL\RY: You shouldn't have just let her down like dropping a dishonored child. Madge won't understand the situation.
ALBERT: What are you talking about?
MARY: Oh, stop evading. I've known about you and Madge. I-I
found out.
ALBERT: You knew? And you never. . . .
MARY: (violently) Yes, all along. Did you really think you could
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hide it?
ALBERT: It's all over now. We can all forget it. Let it die.
We'll survive.
MARY: Survive? Is that all? There's more than that. To expect
her to forget you as if-if
you had died or something. I can overlook the affair-to.
an extent excuse it. But Madge still isn't yours.
Madge belongs to a world of fantasy, of music, roses, and love.
ALBERT: So all of this is suddenly going to be my fault? I should
have seen it coming. The point is that woman has to leave this house
today-now.
MARY: Why ? Why the sudden change ? You made advances, too.
Perhaps you are as much to blame for trying to invade her world
with your own. Tell me, Albert, will it be just as convenient to have
me 'out of the way' some day?
ALBERT: You're talking in riddles. And you delight in twisting
all I say, don't you? It gives you some perverted pleasure, doesn't
it? The woman's sick, Mary. She needs someone to look after herMARY: Sick? Did you just realize the fact? But I wanted to tell
her what you never could.
ALBERT: Tell her what?
MARY: That I was leaving. That I understood. That I was going
away with her. That when she left, I would go to help her(There is the loud shot of a gun. Mary sits horror stricken.
Albert stands frowning. He recovers quickly, dashes from the room,
and runs up the stairs.)

The Field
Barbara

Taylor

E HAVEbeen thinking about selling the field. vVe really clo not
need it, and we could use the money. It does not serve any
purpose at all, and because of its location we could probably
realize a comfortable profit from it.
Every spring, somebody here decides to raise a garden on it ("It
is silly to let that ground go to waste") ; however, very little ever
gets planted-mostly
a handful of pop-corn, a few pumpkin seeds
(carefully saved from the Halloween jack-o-Iantern),
some watermelon seeds, and once, some carrot seeds which produced six hard,
short stubs with bushy green tops because the ground had not been
dug deeply enough. Then later on, somebody says that it would have
been silly to raise a garden out there; about the time we would have
been able to harvest, the vegetables are so cheap in the stores it
would not have been worth the ef Iort involved. Another thing, if
we plowed up the field for a garden, we would plow lip all the
strawberries.
And if we plowed up all the strawberries we would
never see all our relatives and friends because everybody is busy
until about June the first, when the berries start to ripen. Then

W
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here they come with buckets, boxes, and sacks, wishing that they had
paid us at least one visit during the winter so we would not think
they were here only for our berries. Fat babies love to sit in the sun
on the grassy paths and stuff their rosy cheeks full of reel, juicy
strawberries. The field is really a productive place.
I have never told these people what interlopers they all are when
they go out to pick berries in the field. They do not know that the
field is for little children and not for grown-ups. When they step
into a deep, hidden hole they call, "You should fill this leg breaker
before someone gets hurt." But it actually is not a "leg breaker."
It is the start of an abortive trip to China. There are several of those
holes out there. In fact, there are many things people do not know
about the field. The field is a mysterious place.
About three-fourths of the way out, over at the far left of the
field, quite a distance from the house, is a huge tree. It is just about
the busiest tree I know. It has boards nailed onto it for steps; it
wears a place to practice knife carving; it supports a half-finished
tree house; it suffers with a space for chopping with a toy ax,
and clown below, hidden under a big root, in a wooden box and
wrapped in aluminum foil, it shelters two old pipes and a package
of tobacco. There is a tiny dump yard not far from the tree. Careful
investigation reveals candy wrappers, chewing-gun foil balls, empty
tuna fish cans (the contents of which some stray kitten has enjoyed),
a pair of "lost" sneakers, and a board that has "GIRLS STAY OUT"
printed on it. The field is an adventurous place.
Closer in, halfway between the tree and the house, is a miniature
grave-yard. Here lie some good friends and some mere acquaintances.
All of them have been reburied several times after having been dug
up to be examined in various stages of decomposition. Here rest
(well, I guess they do not exactly rest) the old family pets and also
many mice the cat has murdered in cold blood. Goldfish occupy the
next place, as far as numbers go, followed by birds and wild rabbits.
The place of honor, the grave with the cross on it, was given to a big
white Easter bunny that lived with us for years and was so soft that
when a person stroked her he could not even feel the fur on his hand.
The violets grow thickly over the graveyard. The field is a solemn
place.
In the summer there are all sorts of flowers in the field. Nobody
here knows their real names, but we know them by others. There are
"Too Blues," found in dark moist places; "Curtsies," which grow tall
and nod continually; and "Love-me-riots," huddled in clumps of
bright yellow. The field looks like an old-fashioned bouquet in the
summer, sprinkled with "Queen Anne's Lace," spiked with "Hollyhocks," and tied all about with black raspberry and wild rose-bushes,
needling and scratching each other for a prominent position. I almost
forgot about the black raspberries. They ripen later than the strawberries. No sooner is the red stain on all the "T" shirts nearly gone
than the purple stains appear. And oh, those smiling purple mouths!
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The field can be a delightful place.
Once somebody saw a snake in the field. It was talked about
~lround here for some time. It was "that long" (about eighteen
inches}, and it was black the first time I heard about it. But later, it
was blue and then it went through all sorts of color changes-from
green to pink with yellow stripes. About one year later we learned
that it had had a rattle in it too! There is a roll of barbed wire out
there also that can catch a person by surprise, and over by the fence
is a nest full of crotchety bumblebees. So you see, the field is a
dangerous place.
One of the best best things of all about that old field, although
it is so very far back in it that a person has to take a sandwich, some
cookies, and a bottle of water with him to make the trip, is the creek.
In the spring it overflows its banks and the water gets almost two
feet deep. Later on, in the late summer, it is just a mud hole, but it
has strange creatures in it. Some of them jump, but most of them
just wiggle or squirm. The creek is important for several reasons.
First of all, a person has to have a creek to build a bridge over.
Second, a preson has to have a creek to fish in. The water itself is
much more important than fish. A person can fish in a creek without
fish, but he cannot fish with just fish and no water. And last, you
need a creek to provide mud. The field has some natural resources.
I cannot think of anything else important to tell about the field.
It has a hill, but it is not high enough for sledding. It has several
trees, but they are all too little to provide shade or to support a swing
(except the big one, and its lower branches are too high). There are
many quail out there, but they frighten a person when he is just
walking along by starting up so fast. Somebody said we should eat
them, but that does not sound like a very good idea. And if we did,
what would the dog chase and bark at? In the fall, the thistles have
beautiful lavender flowers on them, but they are too sticky to pick.
'vVe could raise another bull out there. On the other hand, when the
one we had grew up everybody was afraid of him. Besides, he ate
all the flowers and corn we had planted.
There is no reason at all for us to keep that field. It is simply a
waste when someone else could have it to build a house on. There
are houses built on all the other fields around here. Next year we will
probably put a "For Sale" sign on it.

Possession
Anna

S

Monahan

behind a curtain in the up.stairs ?edroom, he watched
J eanrne come down the street, smiling a little . . . must be a
reason; met someone, maybe . . . saw Danny run across the
yard, their quick kiss and impetuous hug, a sharing of confidences
as they continued hand in hand toward the house . . . couldn't read
their lips, the angle was wrong ...
heard her steps cross the porch
Ti\NDl1'-:G
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and go down the hall.
Certain the way was clear, he laid aside the binoculars and crept
silently clown the steps and out the side door. When he returned
moments later, the wooden floor of the porch reverberated to his
heavy tread, the screen door slammed, the front hall echoed the
sound of his passage. A smell of onions told him she was already
busy with preparations for supper. At the bedroom door he paused
briefly and noted the cleaner's bag draped across the chair . . . been
visiting with Mrs. Armstrong, but there's no one else in the shop,
that's certain.
Jeannie looked up and smiled gravely, fleetingly, at him.
"I thought you'd be home first, I was so late."
· . . guessing, that's all . . . couldn't really know .
"Where were you all afternoon?"
Shielded now by the newspaper, his eyes followed her, back and forth across the kitchen,
watching, waiting for some slight hesitation, some tell-tale flush.
"You knew I was going to the doctor. I told you. Remember?"
"All afternoon? Surely it couldn't have taken so long?"
"I window-shopped a little, coming through town."
"You stopped at the cleaner's." The tone was flat, contradictory.
. . why was it omitted . . .
"Oh, that, yes. Mrs. Armstrong said you stopped in for the
cleaning the other day. She thought it was odd, your expecting it
back so soon."
"It seemed long enough."
· . . blabbed everything she knew . . . noticed that inspection
of the shop, probably . . .
Jeannie stepped to the door. He listened for that special tone
in her voice calling Danny to supper, and saw the affectionate touch
directing the boy to wash up, the pat with which the dog was refused
admittance.
"Even the dog fares better than I do." His voice was pleasant.
It was a matter of pride that he never displayed anger nor impatience,
no matter what the provocation.
"N o. You got into the house."
· . . the smile again that wasn't a smile, not a real one, not like
other people got ...
wait ...
she'd pay some attention . . .
It was a strained meal. In good spirits for the moment, he became talkative, but her replies were brief and carefully thought out.
"Danny and I had a talk this afternoon."
"You did? I didn't know you'd be home. I could have left him
with you instead of Mrs. Doty."
"Not all afternoon. Forgot something and had to come back."
. . . slipped there . . . have to be more careful . . .
"I saw Danny, so we sat on the porch and talked."
"How nice for both of you! Did you have something in particular
to talk about?"
"Matter of fact, we did. Danny didn't know you love me more
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than you do him. You never told him mommies love daddies better
than anybody else. But we talked it all out, didn't we, son ?"
. . . got her attention that time, all right . . .
Out of the corner of his eye he noted the startled glance at him,
at Danny, and back again, then the fork laid so quietly on her plate,
the hands clasped together, tightly.
"I think Danny's a pretty bright boy." The voice was determinedly light. "He knows I love you best of all the daddies, and
I love him best of all the little boys."
Abruptly she rose and walked toward the stove, but he moved
quickly despite his size.
"Tell him the truth! You can sneak, and cheat, and lie to me,
but not to Danny! Tell him-I'm
your husband; you love me most
of all. That's the way it has to be !"
Jeannie's glance slid beyond him for a moment, toward the boy.
"You can't measure unlike things, John. ]VI y love for you and
my love for Danny are different; not more or less-only
different."
Her head snapped sideways and an angry red welt appeared
almost at once, but she made no sound.
"I didn't mean to slap so hard, but if you act like a chile!, you
should expect to be treated like one. Now, tell Danny.
"
But the boy was no longer in the kitchen, and during that
moment's inattention Jeannie, too, had slipped away fr0111 him, out
onto the back porch.
Frustrated,
he stood behind the screen and taunted, "vValking
out won't help-you
can still hear me. What do you suppose the
neighbors think, seeing you standing there, looking so silly?"
She walked on out into the yard. He watched, baffled lor the
moment.
. can't yell
. she has to come back, no place to go .
Danny . . . reach her through Danny . . . that's the way . . .
He searched through the house, but the boy couldn't be found .
. doesn't matter . . . they'll be back . . . tired, awfully
ti reel . . . bed looks good .
Dropping heavily across the bed, within minutes he was sound
asleep.

The Bottle of Wine
Robert Beggs

T

\VO HOURS
outside of Las Vegas Maynard Winters realized he
h<:d never before felt so alone. It had been bad enough in Vegas
WIthout Ellen. He knew he should never have gone, but they
bad always stopped at the Dunes on their way to see the kids in Los
AngeJes. Ellen had been dead five months now, and somehow he
thought Vegas could cast the same hypnotic spell even without her.
He wanted to become a part of the lights, the noisy hysterical crowds,
the laughter-something-anything.
But he had stared into the
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bright, multi-colored eyes of the city and been immune to them.
His big Buick sped along the deserted ribbon of road that tied
the desert together. His foot was joined to the accelerator. There
was no sound in his solitary world save the rhythmic thumping of
tires over the tar strips in the road and the roaring of air as the
vehicle rocketed through the the night.
A full moon plated the desert with silver and turned it into a
sea of hollow outlines. Cacti, like nocturnal worshippers, stretched
their grotesque arms to the lunar god. Tubleweed and sagebrush
were but silver-white abstractions that gave dimension to the great
empty world through which Maynard Winters was speeding. A
speck of white grew out of the darkness until it became a road signa brilliant white glare that disappeared at once. Los Angeles 160.
He looked down at the motionless red bar on his speedometer,
its tip holding steady just past the 90 mark. "Thank God there isn't
any traffic. I should make L.A. by twelve."
His thoughts bounced as uncontrollably as the little sphere that
rode the roulette wheel back at the Dunes. They came madly from
nowhere and ricocheted within him-reds
and blacks-odds
and
evens. The wheel would slow, the ball would clatter into a slot. "I
probably shouldn't call Eddie when I get in. They'll be in bed, and
Gladys wouldn't like it if I woke the baby. The baby. My son's baby."
The wheel spun again. The ball whirled and danced and stopped.
"Oh, Ellen, how I miss you. I'm going to see our grandson . . . I
wish you were here. How we wanted this together."
And then the pellet was launched into its crazy orbit again . . .
spin . . . stop. "I've got the wine, Ellen. Remember the wine?
It's rose, Gladys' favorite. We always bring the wine ....
"
Ever since Winters had pulled off onto the old highway outside
of Vegas, and night had drowned out the color of the desert, he had
become mesmerized by the monotony of his trip.
Even his
thoughts-swiftly
changing, sometimes fragmentary, incomplete, yet
ever-present-had
become tiring companions. The big car, moving
so steadily, so silently, often seemed not to be moving at all. It hardly
needed a driver, and Winters had become part of his machine. The
absence of scenic diversion and the lack of physical activity had
lulled him into a stupor.
Ancl now, suddenly, a light flashed red on the dashboard-it
crashed into his world, shook him from his trance and replaced his
tormenting boredom with alarm. Automatically he pulled his foot
from the accelerator and pumped the big machine to a stop, steering
it off the road onto the soft cushion of sand.
"Now what the Hell's the matter?" he shouted out loud. The
temperature warning light answered his question, and he switched
off the ignition. "Well, let's see if there's anything we can do,
Winters," he mumbled as he grabbed the flashlight from the glove
compartment. The sound of his own voice soothed him. He discovered that the hose from the racliator had become disconnected
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and the coolant was lost. It would have been insignificant had he been
anywhere else than on a deserted highway, in the middle of the
desert at night. Now the whole car could have blown apart and it
wouldn't have inconvenienced him a bit more.
For a long time he sat in the car trying to think of a solution.
He had given up any hope of another car coming by. He had seen
only one since he had left Vegas. OccasionaIJy the Buick would pop
and creak as its hot metal cooled in the desert night and made
vVinters think of his auxiliary water bag empty in his trunk. Why
couldn't he have thought about it in Vegas when he had stopped
for gas? His road map told him Paradise, California, was less than
ten miles ahead, but he though it best if he took the hike in the
morning. He pulled his coat up around him and tried to doze off.
For a while he watched the hands on the dashboard clock. Each
minute they clicked off was like an hour.
"Hello ! You all right in there ?"
vVinters opened his eyes. The night was with him yet and his
world was still rendered in black and silver. His heart pounded its
way into his throat and he spun toward the voice.
"N eed any help?" it crackled. There was a figure peering down
at him from a horse-drawn wagon.
Winters forced a reply. "Oh l HeIJo -no, I'm all right. I must
have dozed off-I
didn't hear you come up."
Well, just thought I'd ask. Didn't mean to trouble you none.
Git up, Feller." The wagon started away.
"Wait!
Wait a moment. I do need help. Do you have some
water ?"
"Got a canteen if ya need a clrink."
"No. No, I'm afraid that won't do. I need it for my car. How
far are you going?"
"To town. If yer buggy's broke down, you kin ride on in with
me."
Winters' eyes had become accustomed to the darkness of the
desert night and now he could make out the features of his visitor.
It was a small woman, balanced like a rag cloIJ on the tattered seat of
a buckboard.
She seemed to be held in place by the moonlight,
nothing more. He accepted her offer. "Thanks. Thanks very much.
I'IJ take my suitcase if there's room-s-in case I have to stay over."
He grabbed the leather bag, locked the car and climbed up onto the
seat of the old wagon.
"Git up." The woman shook the reins, and the buckboard jerked
gently forward and bumped up onto the highway. Winters turned
and placed his suitcase in the back, and as he settled as comfortably
as he could on the hard seat, he studied his rescuer. She was an old
woman, but he could not even guess how old. Her eyes were set
deep and tied into place with wrinkles. There seemecl to be no flesh,
just skin like leather dried in countless suns. Her lips were foldecl
111over toothless gums and her chin jutted out like the bow of an
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ancient ship. She sat hunched over, abundantly draped in colorless
remnants of faded fabric. He could not tell how tall or small she was,
nor where her arms and legs should connect. For all the world she
was but a bundle of rags with a head and hands and feet. Then he
realized he was staring and he turned away.
"Don't see many new folks out this way since they opened the
new road." The old woman turned toward Winters and deep in
her eyes there was moonlight. "What brings ya into these parts
and who are ya, if you don't mind my askin'?"
.
"N o. No, I don't mind at all. My name is Winters, I live in
Phoenix and I'm on my way to see my new grandson in Los Angeles.
Lucky for me you came along. I thought I was going to have to
spend the night in the car. Do you live nearby?"
Her eyes seemed to smile. "I got me a little place on a hill close
by to Paradise."
Winters settled back and turned his eyes toward the old horse
that pulled the buckboard slowly through the darkness. If he had
ever had any apprehension about the journey with this strange
woman, it was gone now. The wagon rocked gently on its tired
springs. The wooden wheels creaked and squeaked a hypnotic lullaby
and the rhythmic clacking of hoofs on the concrete road cast a
tranquil spell.
"May I ask your name?"
"Ginny," she replied. "My real name's Virginia Belle, but nobody never calls me that. J'vI y old man, he used to call me Gin on
account of he knew how I hated it. MyoId man, he was mean."
The old woman turned toward Winters and began to unburden her
soul. "My old man-his name was Ben-he's
dead now, but when
he was livin' he was mean-real
mean. He's probably givin' the
devil himself a problem right now. Ben used to beat me, Mr. Winters.
He'd like to a killed me more'n a few times. It was the liquor that
done it to him. It seemed like he was always drunk. He run the
saloon in Paradise for years. Hard to remember how many, it was
so long ago. I reckon Ben he put more in him than he sold and
then when he'd get real bad he'd take to whippin' me. I couldn't of
took it much longer, but then he died. He died drunk"
'Hinters looked into her face. It was an old face, a tired face.
The desert moon painted it silver. I-Ie tried, but could not think of
anything to say. He was fascinated by her and extremely sorry
for her.
"I was fifteen when Ben and me got married, and I reckon it was
the happiest day in my life. It was an escape. He took me off the
ranch. I used to live on a ranch up north in the valley. vVe didn't
have nothin' up there. My paw-he was my step paw-he worked us
kids half to death trying to get by on that place. My brothers was
olcler'n me and they run away. They never come back. Then Ben
come along and married me and took me away. Yeah, he took me
away. He helped me escape-right to the saloon."
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The bundle of rags moved. It seemed to be falling over. A bony
arm stretched down and reached beneath the seat. Virginia Belle
brought forth a small basket and placed it between them. "Got me
some supper. N othin' much, just some cheese and some bread. The
nights work on a body's appetite. You're gonna have some, ain't ya?"
She opened a cloth.
He started to say no, but then he realized it would not be right
to refuse. "I was getting a bit hungry. It sounds good to me." An
idea came to him and he said, "I have some wine in my suitcase.
Would you have some with me? It's imported from France. I was
bringing it to my son and his wife, but I'd like to share it with you."
"I'd like that, Mr. Winters." She gave him a toothless grin.
I-Ie reached around and opened his suitcase and pulled from it a
thermos and the bottle of wine. From the thermos he removed the
plastic cups that served as its lid. The pocket-knife he had carried
for years on his key chain yielded a cork screw and he proceeded
to open the bottle. Virginia Belle watched his every movement.
The trip to Paradise took a little over two hours, but Winters
never once looked at his watch. He was captivated by the old woman
and her stories. They were tragic stories and he was moved by them.
He looked up and saw the moon had drifted high in the black desert
sky, and he watched a wisp of cloud diffuse it and disappear.
"We're almost into town," she said. "I'll leave you 0 ff at
Willy's. He owns the fillin' station." A house was silhouetted ag-ainst
the moon and Winters realized they hac! reached the end of their trip.
He raised his cup. "A toast to you, Virginia Belle, and my thanks
for happening by when I needed you." As he took a sip, the wagon
lurched. A wheel hac! hit a stone-and
wine spilled on his jacket.
He tried to brush the liquid away.
"Here, use this." The old woman stretched a white handkerchief
toward him.
"It's too nice," he said, when he held it and found it was delicate
lace.
"Don't matter none. Over yonder is Willy's place. She pointed
across the street to a descrepit structure with a solitary pump standing
watch in front like a sentry. "He lives around back and I reckon
you're gonna have to wake him up." The buckboard rolled up to
the drive. "Whoa, whoa there, Feller."
Winters climbed down and lifted his case from the back. "Thank
you. Thank you, again, Virginia Belle. I couldn't have made it
without you."
She looked straight into his eyes and said, almost in a whisper,
"Thank you, Mr. Winters." She shook the reins. "Git up," and the
wagon rolled away into the darkness.
Waking Willy wasn't an easy task. After pounding on the door
for many long, frustrating minutes, Winters began to think he wasn't
even home. He tried to laugh at his predicament. "If Paul Revere
had this much trouble getting the Minutemen out of bed, we'd still
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be a colony." Eventually a light came on somewhere within the old
structure and a few moments later the door banged open.
"What's gain' on?" A short, fat, very rumpled man, rubbing his
eyes with greasy fists, peered out.
"I've had motor trouble about ten miles outside of town. My
radiator hose. . . ."
"Listen, Mister, it's almost one o'clock. I ain't driving out of
town tonight-not
for nobody. If you want, you can stay at my
brother's clown the road and we'll go after your car in the mornin'.
He's got a couple of cabins over there, and I'll call him and tell him
you're comin'." Willy, the filling station man, was in no mood to
argue.
"Thanks, I'll do that and I'll . . ."
"Three houses down on your right." The door slammed shut.
Winters had no choice but to head toward a cabin and a night's sleep.
It was nearly ten o'clock the next morning when he returned to
the filling station. The world was totally different. The sun was
big and hot and burned down from a washed out sky. As far as the
eye could see there was nothing but gently rolling, sandy emptiness.
"Howdy." A voice called to him from the dark shadows of
the station's only bay. A fat, very rumpled man emerged, wiping
his eyes with greasy fists. "You the feller that came by last night?"
Winters wondered if the man was still sleepy. "Yes, I am. Can
you take me to get my car? I'm sure there's nothing seriously wrong
with it. The radiator hose merely came loose."
"Hop in." The fat man pointed across the drive to an old tow
truck parked next to a faded, hand-lettered sign that read, "Willy's
last gas."
"I'll get a can of water. I'm going for a while," he called to
someone inside.
On the trip out the mechanic spoke first. "Sorry about last night,
Mister, but it was just one of those damned days when nothin' goes
right. My wife was sick all day, and if I wasn't inside tryin' to take
care of her, somebody'd pull up and want something."
"I didn't see any traffic on that road last night. None at all,"
Winters said.
"Can't understand that, Mister. Three or four trucks went by last
night, between eleven and twelve. And a couple of cars. A truck
going to L.A. stopped at my place about 11 :15 and needed some
water. Just when I got back to sleep some guy in one of them
foreign cars woke me up for gas. That was probably the reason I
wasn't too friendly when you came by."
Winters wondered if there might be another road. "I didn't see
one car other than mine on that highway from the time I left Nevada.
Why, if it hadn't been for that old woman in the wagon who picked
me up, I'd probably stilI be walking into town. And we rode right
down the highway, so if any cars came by, I'm sure I would have
seen them."
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"What did you say, Mister? Who picked you up?" Willy braked
the truck to a stop.
"Some nice old woman came by in a buckboard. She said she
was going to Paradise and asked if I needed help. Her name was
Belle- Virginia Belle, I believe." Willy's look of alarm bezan to
bother Winters. "Why ? Is anything wrong?"
b
Willy swung the truck around a~d pulled off onto a gravel road
that led back into some hills. For a while he let Winters' question
go unanswered.
"Mister, I'm going' to tell you about Paradise.
The old, original town don't exist no more. It used to be a minin'
town back in the 1800's, but the ore didn't last long and everybody
left. Fora long time it was a ghost town and then, a couple of years
ago-no,
musta been more'n that-maybe
five or six-well,
anyway,
a fire wiped it out. Now there's nothin' there at all. Oh, maybe a few
chimneys, but that's it."
Maynard Winters looked across the sandy nothingness and felt
the heat burning through the very roof of the truck. "That's interesting, but how . . ."
"Mister, over that rise was the main street of Paradise. And or
the main drag there was a saloon. As the story goes, it was a rougL
place. Well, a gal got gunned down one day by a drunken minerHer name was Virginia Belle Miller.
"Was it the grandmother of the woman I saw?" Winters asked.
"Mister, that was the woman you roele into town with. There's
a little more to the legend. It seems that the Miller gal lived a hard
life. I mean to tell you, nobody was good to her. Her old man was
a drunk that beat her. As a kid she lived with folks that wasn't hers
that whipped her. Story has it that her ghost still rides these parts
at night looking for somebody to be nice to her before she can rest
in peace." Willy opened the door and stepped down from the truck.
"C'mere a minute." He waved to his customer. Winters followed
silently as Willy took him over a sandy rise to a stone-studded plot
of ground not visible from the truck. It was the old Paradise cemetery. "Look at that one," Willy said, pointing to a weatherbeaten,
sandstone marker.
Winters stooped to examine the barely legible epitaph. "Here
lies Virginia Belle Miller-B.
1819-D.
1879." Something shiny
in the weeds behind the stone caught the morning sun. He pushed
the weeds apart and saw the empty wine bottle. The label on the
bottle said, "France-Rose."
He stood up slowly and looked at
Willy, his mind filled with countless questions he knew he would
never ask.
"Mister," Willy said, as they started back to the truck, "last night
you rode into town with a ghost."
An hour later Maynard Winters was on his way to Los Angeles.
Willy's words remained with him. Could he actually have seen a
ghost-talked
with a ghost? It had to be some sort of a dream-ssomething unreal. A bit of moisture rolled from his forehead. He
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knew the perspiration was not from the heat alone. He reached into
his pocket for his handkerchief.
The one he pulled out was of
delicate white lace.

The Resolution
David Dawson

didn't cry-brave
boys were not supposed to cry. Besides,
he was a big boy now. Sure he was a big boy. He had not cried,
had he? That proved he was a big boy-and
brave. From now
on, he would not cry at all. Never again.
Jamie kicked an old tin can with the toe of his scuffed, brown
shoe. It clattered up in front of him, turned, and skidded into the
gutter with its red label flapping. Jamie wished the can were his
third grade teacher. That's what he would do to her. Even make her
flabby red cheeks shake like the red label when he kicked her hard,
so. hard she would fall into the gutter. And there she would stay
with all the dirt just like the can.
A dog" bounded from behind a brownstone house and began to
bark viciously. Its teeth were bared and sharp, and its coat was a
dirty yellow.
.
"Shut up, dog !" Jamie shouted.
He reached down, grabbed
the tin can, and threw it with a wild swing of his arm. As if aimed,
the can struck squarely on the nose of the dog which yelped and
ran back behind the house.
"Dumb dog. Stupid mutt," Jamie yelled after the fleeing dirty
yellow tail. "Bet you don't bark at me anymore. Dumb dog," he
stated with final victory.
Jamie walked on for another block until he came to the big rock
at the corner of Mr. Harrison's yard. 1\11:1-. Harrison's rock was supposed to be very old. Even older than Mr. Harrison.
And Mr.
Harrison was very old. He had white hair and a face like dried
leather. Jamie dropped his books to the ground and jumped on the
rock.
. "I am a king," he proclaimed as he stood straight and tall with
hIS hands on his hips.
"Hey, kid, get off that rock!" shouted Mr. Harrison from the
yard. "Ain't one of you kids that's got any respect fer a landmark !"
Jamie jumped from the rock and bundled up his books.
"Cit, I tells ya," Mr. Harrison growled.
Sneaky olel man probably was hiding. Probably was behind that
big bush all the time. Old Harrison always chased kids. Some of the
kids said he was crazy. And some of them said he was just a dirty
old man, because he was the oldest man in town.
"Chase me, Harrison," Jamie commanded, turning around after
running a half a block. '!\Talking backwards he chanted, "Harrison
won't chase me. Harrison won't chase me." That will show him.
Just then the overcast cast sky finally decided to let loose its all-
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day burden of rain, At first the drops were scattered and slight.
Jamie danced and skipped along finding pebbles to kick into the
gutter. But when the drops became larger and more frequent, Jamie
began to n111. He splashed through the puddles forming on the
sidewalk. The legs on his jeans were soaked a deep blue. He rushed
up the cement steps to' the wooden porch. Once in the shelter, he
threw down his books and cupped his hands to catch the tiny waterfalls from the roof.
A thin woman with faded brown hair and faded blue eyes appeared at the door. "Jamie, you come right in here. Goodness, look
at you. You're soaked to the skin."
Jamie surrendered. He picked up the books and entered the warm
living room,
"You've been playing along the way again, Jamie. You're late.
FfDW many times must I tell you?" asked the thin woman taking his
books.
"Aw, Mom, I just came straight home."
"Hum. 1 know your straight home excuses. Get in the bed-room
and get out of those wet clothes."
Jamie sat on the end of his bed in his stocking feet and underwear.
Darned rain. Always keeps you inside. No playing now. No bicycle
riding either. He fell over on his stomach and put his chin on his
hands to watch the little rivers on the window pane. One. Two.
That one joined the other one. Down, down to join the sea on the
ledge outside.
"Jamie, are you getting dressed?" asked his mother from the
kitchen.
"I can't find anything to put on." Three. Four. The rivers got
bigger and the sea got fuller.
"For heaven's sake, Jamie. 1 put your clothes on the chair." His
mother stood in the doorway. "What are you doing? Get dressed,"
she sighed. "Here's your clothes. If they'd been snakes, you'd have
been bit." She shoved a red polo-shirt at him. Jamie yanked it over
his blond head.
"Be careful. How many times have I told you not to stretch the
neck? Here," she handed him freshly ironed wash pants. "It you
had come straight home like I told you to, you wouldn't have got all
wet," she stated flatly while picking up the wet clothes from the
brown carpet.
"Don't put your shoes on over wet socks, young man."
Jamie jerked off the shoes, pulled off his wet socks, and handed
them to her.
"I don't know what your father's going to say."
"About what?" he asked with innocence in his blue eyes. He
pulled on a sock.
"You know what. Miss Hendricks called me today."
Pulling on the other sock, Jamie stated, "It wasn't my fault."
"It never is. But why did you have to push Marge Bronton 111
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the mud for?"
"Marae is a nasty girl. She called me names." Jamie turned on
his stomach and watched the raindrops on the window pane. It was
raining harder.
"What kind of names?" she asked unbelieving.
"You wouldn't let me say them. They're dirty."
One. Two.
Three. The rivers all ran together.
"Why didn't you tell Miss Hendricks that?"
"I did."
"But you were spanked," she returned. "Jamie?"
The window was covered with rivers all bunching together.
"Jamie, look at me," his mother stated as she pulled his face
around with her smooth hands. "Jamie, if she did call you names,
Miss Hendricks would not have spanked you, I'm sure. She's a fair
woman. Now, you deserved the whipping if you pushed Marge-"
"But I didn't," he declared. "I didn't do it on purpose. She called
me bad names. And I told her she was dirty-dirty
like old Mr.
Harrison. And-and
she got mad and yelled that I was dirty. So I
pushed her. And she fell in the mud herself."
"And you told Miss Hendricks?"
"She didn't believe me. She believed Marge. Marge told her I
pushed her. And she believed Marge."
"Why didn't you tell her what Marge said ?"
"I did. She said I was lying. I was making it up. That I didn't
know what I was saying. That good girls don't say such things.
Marge was a good girl. She said Marge wouldn't say those things.
And Marge is her pet. So I got spanked."
"Are you telling me the truth, Jamie?" she asked with her forehead in wrinkles.
"Yes, Mom. I wouldn't lie to you."
"You are absolutely certain that that was the way it happened?
Be sure now." Her voice was gentle but firm. "Because if you lied
to me, I am going to punish you again."
"It did," he stammered through a knotted throat.
"Your father and I will have a talk with Miss Hendricks tomorrow-a
severe one," she said as she walked to the door. "And
with Marge and her parents right away," she added, going out.
Jamie turned to look at the window. But everything was blurred
now. He could not see. The hot tears welled in his eyes and fell
on his cheeks. He was a big boy. He was brave. He hadn't cried
when Miss Hendricks spanked him. He knew he was right and that
if he was right nobody could hurt him. But it felt good to cry now
when he was all alone.
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THE WANDERER,

1963

Black clouds took the sky like a tired army
And a charge of gritty wind
Sniped at the torn shoulder of my coat.
A swaying girl with stiffened yellow hair
Teased at her boy friend, "Pop looks cold."
"Here-buy
yourself a drink!"
But I did not want their money.
I wanted them to be afraid.
The bright brittle people
In their shiny boxes,
'Wound up to IBM
From nine to fourDancers to the tango
Of the ticker-tapeJumping-jacks
Of the time cardClowns of Conformity.
I looked for fear:
There was a black man afraid to sit down in a bus
And a white man afraid to make him room.
I heard ten thousand screaming devils
behind barred hospital windows.
I saw a hundred million mouths
afraid to stop laughing.
And in a reverend circle
All the princely elders of the world
Decided not to dare to stop destroying it.
I know now
That in this Time of the Tranquillizer,
This Age of the Mushroom,
This Period of the Plastic Puppet,
This twentieth century of our poor Lord's dying,
Men laughBut they are no less afraid
Than when they hid their wrser eyes in holy shame.
We all wander now.
-OLIVE
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From the Window
Sam Ritchey

spring sunlight burst through the circular window,
and projected an oval be~m down upon the ~mall form ~ying
on the top step of the s~alrcase. From the window the Iigure
resembled a marble statue, motionless, a beauti ful stone child whitening in the sun. The sandy-haired, freckled-faced boy, his features
illumined, traced the outline of the carpet's flowery design with a
searchina index finger. Each petal and leaf of the multicolored
fabric r~ceived an imaginary edging from the careful finger. He
would not stop until he touched every flower in the sunny circle.
Back and forth, in and out-s-then one more stoke brought a sigh of
content and completion. What could he do now?
The steep, narrow staircase led down to the musty cellar of the
old frame house. He could not distinguish the heavy door in the
darkness at the bottom of the stair. He remembered that the door
was made of thick planks bolted together, and that the latch and
hinges had streaked the wood with orange rust stains. But blackness
seeped from the cracks around the door and had swallowed the
entrance to the unused basement; this murky pit erased half of the
stairs and unpainted walls. The wooden steps were worn and cracked
from the scuffling shoes of past occupants of the ancient house.
There were no banisters, and the drab, streaked walls were grimy
from the countless hands that had reached for support during a
climb or descent.
The boy sat up, put his elbows on his knees, and clasped his
chubby hands under his rounded chin. Sometimes when he was alone
and hael nothing to do, he would pretend that huge, grotesque arms
stretched out from the darkness. Now he stared into the pit made by
the stairway, and slowly the blackness began to stir. In a few
moments the lower part of the darkened staircase became alive with
groping, ugly members detached from some unknown body. Contorted limbs, black bony growths with leathery skin, strained to crab
their helpless prey and devour it in the damp cavern below.
;-,
Every other step-e-that was the secret of the eerie stairway. The
boy knew that if he stepped only on every other step, the arms could
not harm him, and by descending halfway down the staircase, he
could defeat the monster once again.
The cuffs of his worn denim pants fell to touch the tops of his
scuffed shoes as he stood to challenge the writhing limbs. He
scratched his knee, then, steadying himself against the wall, poised
his right leg to take the first step. One, two, three steps-s-and the
boy, glassy-eyed and grinning slyly, stood one move away from the
arms. He carefully dropped to the next level, and black fingers uselessly at his legs and body; the hideous growths completely encircled
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him and blocked the sunlight from the window. But he knew the
secret that made this monster powerless. His thin blond hair hans-inc
down acr~ss hi.s forehead! his face damp with p~rspiration, the
began a high-pitched, defiant laugh. He waved hIS arms hysterically
and screamed, "You can't hurt me; you can't hurt me." One more
step, and he would be triumphant. Searching in the blackness for a
foo~hold two steps clown, he lost bis balance and began falling, falling,
falhng.
"Johnny, are you coming out to play?" A friend's voice came
through the circular window from the outside. But inside, the only
movement was that of the sunny oval as it left the staircase, moved
up the wall, and then disappeared.

l)O~

The Infernal Comedy
Harry

Yankuner

".Midway in our life's journey, I went astray horn the
straight road and awoke to find myself alone in a
dark wood."
-DANTE-The

M

Inferno

in my ponderous journey t.hrough my freshm.an year, I
recognized that I had strayed into the Valley of Erroneous
Grammar. As I looked around, I saw The Mount of Precise
Grammar and started to climb to the top. However, as I started, my
path was blocked by three beasts: The Leopard of the Incorrect
Sentence, The Lion of the Disorganized Paragraph, and The SheWolf of the Diffuse Theme, Overawed by the horror of this sight,
I was driven back. As I was losing hope, Noah Webster suddenly
appeared, explaining that he could lead me from the valley, but that
I would have to journey through Grammatical Hell. Exclaiming that
I should be honored to be escorted by him, I joyously agreed to follow.
Webster explained that I would have Grammatical Grace in
traveling through Hell, for I would be unable to make the journey
unprotected. As we started our trip, we came to the Vestibule of
Hell. At my first encounter with poor grammar, sentence fragments
were crying out in pain, for they were neither making sense nor were
they completely meaningless. Clinging to each other, they would try
to steal a verb or a subject to become complete. Next we came to the
River of the Misplaced Commas. At the bank towered an exclamation
mark who wailed, «Now you shall see your butchery of the English
Grammar."
After crossing the river, we came to the first of two circles I had
to visit. As we walked, I noticed the path was strewn with commas
and, the further we went, the more numerous and more grotesque
they appeared. Continuing, we saw a clearing where a black mass of
commas was crawling over four restrictive clauses. I started as I
recognized one of the unfortunate clauses from my latest English
lDWAY
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paper. Its verb and subject were t.otally covered while the dir.ect
object was screaming for help. Tun.llng to leave, I saw .that q\lestlOl1
marks were swinging in the lower h.mbs of the trees with then' tops
hooked around the branches. Passing underneath, we heard them
whine "Why? Where? How?"
In the second circle, we entered a forest whose trees were gnarled
and stunted. From each tree dangled a modifier, craning its verbal
for a noun or pronoun to modify. Then I noticed a squinting modifier which reminded me of the cheshire eat's squinting eyes in
Alice in Wonderland. Each time a dangling modifier would raise its
head, the squinting modifier would cry out something unintelligible.
In the middle of the circle, a constant rain of compound-complex
sentences fell, forming a slush. As these sentences broke apart, a
possessive noun walked among them using a prepositional phrase to
violently split the infinitives.
The journey had inflamed my inflectional nerves. Webster, seeing that I recognized my sins, showed me the passage to the Mount
of Precise Grammar. He explained that I would have to improve my
writing or suffer the consequences that would await me in Hell.
Happy to be out of the valley, I set out with a renewed determination
to climb the mount as a better writer.

Human Existence: Material and Spiritual
Equilibrium
Tammy Haines
since the beginning of time, has recognized that there must
be some higher power which guides and protects him. This
acknowledgement of a supreme creator has helped him surmount problems which might otherwise have proved unconquerable.
For many, especially in this modern, scientific age, proof must be
given. There are those who make the statement, "I believe in God,
if there is a God." This is a declaration which provides security for
one who is too indecisive to make a firm stand in anyone direction.
The agnostic is usually a small and insecure person, one who is constantly searching for some illusive quality which will magically provide a basis for his existence. Here, however, he finds unavoidable
conflict. While fact or proof appeals to the intellect, only faith
can touch the heart. The constant turmoil which results from these
two similar but opposing factions produces the stable or shaky
foundation on which we build our lives.
A particular phase of man's relation to God, which may only
serve to increase the duel between the two, is his acceptance of
death. The truly religious person does not fear death, nor think of it
with apprehension. I-Ie has been taught that the whole purpose of
living is to eventually die. Bryant, in his "view of death," "Thana-
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topsis," compares this final drama of life to a long and vast caravan
of people t.rave1ing to take their place with those who have ,~lready
made the Journey. But what of the individual who has failed to
~omprehend this rather profound thought? I have often thought that
If I were to be told that I would soon die, I would feel cheated. It
would not, I know, be an act of discrimination, by God, but none the
le~s I would feel as if so much of life would pass me by, so much ~as
still to be done, and seen. Now I would miss it all. If I could but live
only until the accomplishment of a certain zeal or the attainment of
a particular ideal, I would be satisfied. B~t, when this period was
reached, one would probably again demand just a few more years.
1\t a c~rtail!- stage in an individual's life, perhaps even .throu~·hout
hIS entire time on earth, he holds within himself an inexplicable
feeling of immortality. Death is a far removed and remote possibility,
something which he will somehow avoid. The fires of the world's
anger and disunity may rage around him, but he is safe. By closing
his eyes he knows with deep certainty that they will dissolve, and he
once more will have security.
In our modern world many people seem to feel that science has
somehow made the religious ideas of soul and immortality obsolete,
untimely, or old-fashioned.
But, science offers a great surprise
for the skeptics. Science tells us that nothing in nature, not even the
tiniest particle, can disappear without a trace. Nature does not know
extinction, only transformation.
The whole theory of nuclear energy
is based on the concept of the transformation
of mass. If God can
apply this fundamental principle to the most minute and insignificant
parts of His universe, it seems only plausible to assume that He applies it also to the master-piece of His creation-the
human soul.
There is, therefore, a tiny thread which joins both the physical and
spiritual factors of life together.
It would seem that the occurrences which daily confront us in
life could easily make our faith in the future quite shaky. 'liVe may
face the problems and silently withdraw from the complexities of
human existence, or we can, with belief in Goel and immortality, gain
the moral strength and the ethical principles.
Man is dualistic in
nature. There exists in his make-up almost equal capacities for good
and evil. Much of the trouble that we are faced with today is brought
about by the concentration that we give to the evil qualities of· our
enemies in opposition to the pure and virtuous goodness of our own
friends and associates. VVe must believe in the innate goodness of
mankind, before we can speak of peace for the world. Our values,
however, have made this task an extremely difficult one to accomplish. As someone has most aptly said, "Ours is a world of
nuclear giants and ethical infants. 'liVeknow more about war than we
know about peace, more about killing than we know about living.
We have grasped the mystery of the atom and rejected the Sermon
on the Mount."
'liVe know enough of the scientific to be able to launch vessels
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into space. Within the next decade he moon may be a new area for
fronier colonization. The power of vast nuclear warfare lies dormant
at the fingertips of man. But, it lies there with a sinister awareness
that the sole existence of the world's society can be terminated in
its use. Through science we have found extraordinary methods for
prolonging human life. Mass production, agricultural advances, and
medical discoveries have truly made man the master of the physical
world. This same being who has so successfully won in the conflict
of humanity against the unknown qualities of science, cannot, however, live in peace with his fellow man. He is, according to the laws
of Nature, the highest form of life. FIe has the power of a reasoning
intellect, and with this power should be able to solve almost any
crises which he encounters. This power of solution should include
the elifferences which arise among society's members. But, this
supreme example of Goel's creation cannot rise to the accomplishment
of the task. Instead, he disregards al lthat is right and resorts to the
methods of the less civilized of the world's creatures. vVe all speak
with justifiable pride of our achievements, but can anyone ever
forget the mass executions of humanity against humanity that occured just twenty-five years ago? This was "civilized" man's method
of settling his differences.
Someday man will advance socially to meet the great strides
already taken by science. He will feed those who are hungry, clothe
those who freeze, educate those who yearn for knowledge. He will
do all of this with no thought as to the outside influences of his
society's values. Because man, the forward thinking giant of Nature,
will at last have achieved the full measure of his power. He will
have accepted his neighbor as himself and shall see in every situation
the divine providence of life that guides his actions. He finally will
realize that Goel and man are one in relation to his own existence.
The heart will win in the battle with intellect. Proof will be tempered
with faith, mankind's sole means of hope and forgiveness.

On the Ritualistic Church Ceremony
Nancy Goodman

well-rehearsed, traditional worship service in all its splendor
and grandeur is not providing enough variety and color to those
who love the trappings of the church. There is a lack of majesty,
beginning with the entrance of the choir and continuing until the
benediction is read. The august procession of the senior choir, junior
choir, choir director, assistant choir director, altar boys and, finally,
the minister and his associate should contain added pageantry. As
these angelic church officials enter the sanctuary there should be a
sound of drums and a blare of trumpets, effectively interrupting
the conversation of the holy assemblage. The glorious fanfare will
prepare the congregation for the continuous flow of men, women,
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and chilclr~n invading the auditorium by way of each aisle in their
lor.lg, flowing gowns. As the exalted group passes by, the small
ch,~c1ren as wel.l as the adults will enjoy viewing the colorful fla~s
which are CG~rned by each member of the parade. Each banner IS
deco.rated WIth various crests and symbols, adding dii-\'nity to the
service. The church orchestra, situated in the overhanging balcony,
magnificently
repeats When. the Saints Go Marching In until each
member of the procession has found his seat, and with dignity has
plac~d his chromatic penant in the appropriate flag s.tandard: . On
previous occasions, the conzrezation
has received little spiritual
blessing from the entrance of thi~ group but let us try to instill color,
variety, and honor into this SeOTl1~~lt
of 'the service.
The beautiful banners which have been placed on the stage serve
many purposes. First of all, the small children will be speechlessly
amazed and quietly entertained by the lovely flags; thus, the construction of expensive nurseries for the restless youth will no longer
be necessary.
The flags will also delight the adults because each
banner represents a family within the church: furthermore,
the
various crests and symbols denote rezular church attendance by
these families. As the pious householders observe their flag with
all its badges of merit, each individual gains dignity and prestige.
The flags serve as an excellent means of recording church attendance
while bringing honor to those who scan the many flags and find that
theirs is unequalled.
The too frequently recited Lord's Prayer, containing meaningless
groups of words, is in need of a colorful variation. When everyone
f inds a comfortable
seat, the orchestra members will discontinue
their melodious strains and will patiently await the remainder of t.he
performance.
At the appropriate time the congregation shall rise
with stateliness and begin to recite the Lord's Prayer. Not bound to
tradition or habit, the audience shall beein the clapping of hands
and stamping of feet to the monotonous rl~ythm of the verse. If each
one present will adhere to the speci fieel rhythm, the prayer can be
said in harmony and unity. The assistant choir director will lead the
group in 4/4 meter, thus accentuating the rhythm of the prayer.
For example: one, two, three, four, Our Father, two, three, four,
which art in heaven; two, three, four, Thy name, two, three, four, etc.
To abolish the recitation of the Lord's Prayer within the church
would be unrighteous; furthermore, the congregation needs this form
of exercise during the prayer. If the participants are allowed to take
part in some type of mild exercise, such as stamping the feet and
clapping the hands, they will be less restive during the remainder
of the service. The prayer has been repeated for approximately
1,935 years. Who are we, the members of the twentieth century,
to suspend the use of this well-rehearsed ritual?
The third phase of entertainment is the partaking of communion.
The savorless symbols used in observing the Lord's Supper should
be substituted by tastier fooel, such as Swiss steak and broccoli,

-....__

MANUSCRIPTS

34

thereby increasing the weekly attendance a:1d l~ac_ifying the bored
congregation during the rernainrler of the ritualistic ceremony. Instead of plates of dry crackers we shall pass platters heaped with
juicy delectable Swiss steak
This meat will justly signify the
"body" or flesh, as the crackers do. Each _member who has pledged
his allegiance to the church is allowed one piece of steak Paper plates
will be found in the hymnal racks on the back of each pew along
with plastic knives, forks, and spoons which bear the engraved signet
of the church, Broccoli, or a similar green vegetable, will also be
served in order to balance the sacred meal, Hot rolls will be given
to the deacons and trustees of the church while others will receive
a slice of white or brown bread. For refreshments
there shall be
large goblets filled with exotic, blood red wine. The wine, which
symbolizes the "blood", shall be imported from the Holy Land, giving
it further signi ficance.
These privileged church members will be permitted
to dine
while the remainder of the ritual is being performed.
This is
a relaxing break which will appease the congregation
until the
benediction can be recited. Many concerned church members ask,
"How often should we partake of communion?"
This is an easily
answered question. Jesus told us that as often as we observe the
Lord's Supper, we should do it in remembrance of Him; therefore,
let us partake of this supper quite often, in fact every Sunday, since
we are having such a delectable meal.

The Individual and the State
Mary Sue S+ranhan
essay "Civil Disobedience," Henry David Thoreau makes
the statement, "There will never be a really free and enlightened
State until the State comes to recognize the individual as a higher
and independent power, from which all its own power and authority
are derived, and treats him accordingly."
Such an observation, howeye.r, is highly illogical when related to John Locke's principles of
CIVilgovernment, because the essence of Thoreau's statement is the
very definition of Locke's State. Thoreau claims a free State cannot
exist unless it recognizes the individual as a higher power, and Locke
asserts that any government created in accord with natural laws is
actually formed by individuals and in their control. To further
understand this concept, Locke's ideas on civil government should
be examined.
In 1760, the English philosopher John Locke wrote his wellknown treatises in which he presented certain principles of government and its formation-natural
rights, the compact theory, the purpose of government, the right of revolution, and the control of zovernment. In building his political philosophy, Locke begins with his
conception of the state of nature in which men, with an inherent
sense of Natural Law, live as equal and separate beings. Each is
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f~'ee to do as he wishes as long as he does not infringe upon the
rt.ghts of another. Each man may claim any property with which
~l1S labor has been mixed, but taking that which belongs to another
IS a breach of the Natural Laws. In such a case, the wronged person,
his family, or his friends may punish the trespasser as they see fit,
and the offended may seek reparation for the harm that has been
clone him. Thus, man has certain natural rights-life,
liberty, and
property-and
the authority to protect them.
Although man, living as a separate being, was basically free of
others and free to do as he pleased, his social nature prompted him
to seek out others of his kind and live as a group. Thus, man began
his government, starting with the family and the natural rule by the
father. Then man's social nature continued to drive him even more
into society, but when society entered, the laws of nature broke clown.
They were 110t sufficient; they did not explain how to live with
others.
Therefore man, discovering he could better succeed individually if all members of society would cooperate, pooled his
natural powers with others in a trust for the benefit of all. The people
then discovered three basic imperfections in the Natural Laws anc,
prepared to correct them. In the state of nature, with each man ~.
judge for himself, each had to decide alone what was good or bad
the result usually being influenced by one's own involvement in the
case and his biased opinion. Each man, also, had to execute the
desired punishment but often lacked the ability to do so. Moreover,
in the state of nature, one man's ideas often varied from the view:'.'
of others, and judgment of different men in similar cases differed
greatly. All these problems were met in society by vesting the power
of all members in a few people to serve as indi fferent judges in
solving problems. Universal laws were made by the people as a
whole with all agreeing to abide by them or to suffer the consequences. Such agreement, however, was completely in accord with
the Natural Laws. The people had willingly given up their powers
in oreler to benefit from the assistance of others, This step of government Locke considers in his compact theory. Logically following, it
is then the duty of the created government to preserve the natural
rights of the individuals, the reason for which the institution
was formed.
Therefore, according to Locke and his conception of nature, an
absolute monarchy is inconsistent with civil society. Man certainly
would not voluntarily leave his state of nature for a society in which
all members but one would be under the restraint of laws, and that
privileged one would retain his same liberty with increased power.
It is also inconceivable that man would give himself up, willingly
or unwillingly, to a despot who has the power of life and death over
his subjects because, according to Locke, Nature does not give to
man the right to destroy himself, and a person cannot give to another
that which he does not himsei f possess. The only basic form of civil
government which is consistent with the nature of man is the govern-
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ment in which the legislative power is supreme. A group of citizens,
servino' for a short time and subject to the will of the majority,
woulctform laws for the betterment of society. An executive power
would execute the laws of the legislature.
With the preceding system, man is most nearly within the state
of nature, but since the government is instituted to preserve the
natural riahts of the individuals, it can be dissolved by the people
if the rule~' is not protecting those rights. In such a case, the people
have a rio'ht to revolt, and it is up to them to decide whether the
governme~t has gone beyond its trust. The people are the creators
and beneficiaries of the government and, thus, the sole controllers.
Therefore, a democratic State, such as our American government,
is already under the authority of the individual from the moment of
its creation. It can never be a question of whether the government
recognizes the individual as the higher power, but whether the individuals believe their personal rights of life, liberty, and property
are no longer being preserved ancl the government should be dissolved.

The Child
Linda Seidle
THE C.HILD: I am prepared to become the man; I have become
impatient with being the child.
"THE IVIAN: Do not be impatient with childhood. The warmth and
comfort of childish illusions will all too soon disappear, and you
will be left with only the stark clarity of disillusionment
as your
companion and playmate.
TUE CHILD: But I am weary of games and songs and innocent
laughter. I no longer find satisfaction in mere dreams. My mind
demands knowledge, and I must seek it. I can have no peace, knowing
I have not attempted the search, even though it be in vain. Will not
this search make me a Man?
TI-IE MAN: The search itself cannot make you the Man, but the
culmination of the inevitable quest will forever alienate you from
Childhood. In this alienation from the security of Childhood, Manhood consists. When he attains knowledge, the Child can no lonzer
be nourished on the illusions of Childhood.
,..,
THE CHILD: But is not knowledge one with truth? Ought not
truth to be cherished and sought above all else?
TI-IE MAN: Even though knowledge is truth, it does not necessarily follow that knowledge be considered such an ultimate prize.
Knowledge is fear, and fear is cletrimental to the Man. Have you
known fear in Childhood?
Tr-JE CHILD: I have feared only the unknown.
THE MAN: How much greater will be your fear when the unknown is known! Your nightmarish fantasies will be replaced by
realities, and you will know and understand fear.
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Tl-TE CHILD: I do not understand why I must fear knowledge.
What will I find when I am a Man?
TI-IE MAN: You will find nothing-a
vast and dark and lonely
and mocking nothingness.
You will learn that there are no answers
to the questions which you have been blindly asking. You will know
that your only reward is death.
TIm CHILD: Can I escape? Can I remain the Child?
THE MAN: There is no escape, for, by your very nature, you
must search and find and fear.
THE CHILD: I am the Man.

The Use of Thought
Linda Dodson
lIl.\N'S existence would be meaningless if he had no end in
view. One who lives merely to say that he exists misses the
experiences which make him an active part of man. The
restricted person is like one who sets out on a narrow course-he
sails between the Symplegades, being either crushed by its own narrowness or barely squeaking between the great bulk on both sides.
It is better to find oneself amazed at the immensity of the ocean
than to feel satisfied by a sheltered stream. But many do row
unseeing and ignorantly through the middle of life without having
touched it, hurrying through it as through these ancient cliffsignorant, wary, frightened, expecting and perhaps even welcoming
defeat.
But there is no need to fear new things. It is not necessary to
know everything, but one should be consciously aware of the broad
scope of ideas and be willing to step into new experiences; by correlating and evaluating these two, he may then attempt to explain the
meaning of his existence. In this way he can porfit frorn life, as life
will certainly profit from such a thinking individual.
To the individual who attempts this all things are useful. All
things will directly or indirectly serve his purpose; the insignificant
experience and idle thought will find meaning and application. He
will realize that the best way to grow is to think with freedom, calculation, evaluation, and affection, with an eye for the obvious and
hidden, the practical and unworkable, and the position which be holds
in relation to other people.
It is not what a man does that matters but what he would do and
attempts to do. Perhaps the goal is one that cannot humanly be
realized.
Still, every step up overcomes one more obstacle and a
well-intentioned attempt takes on meaning as it becomes a reality.
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Out the Window
Rosemarie Pruitt

office things were quieting down. Over in the sports
department the nightly bridge game already had been in session
a good half hour. The men on the copy desk were either reading
the nine o'clock edition or just staring straight ahead, vacantly,
fatigued. A few reporters were at their desks, writing letters or
memos, but not pieces for the paper. You could tell that. He could
tell it. After all these years there was little about the newspaper
business he did not know, and one thing he knew was the look of a
newspaper office at any given stage of getting out the paper. He
leaned back, tilting his chair on its hind legs, gnawing at his empty
pipe. Rather than appear to the guys on the copy desk the way they
appeared to him, he got up and wandered over to a window and
studied the state capitol, this side of which he knew so well.
For eighteen years this side of the state capitol had been his
horizon. Well, that was not precisely true. He had only been sitting
at a desk facing the city room, and beyond it, this side of the capitol,
ten years-about
ten years. There had been the times he had sat in
on the night desk, when his horizon had been the mail boxes and
newspaper files. You could take those times out of the eighteen
years. You could also take out the four months when he had undergone a miserable self-imposed exile as managing editor of the
Beacon. The Beacon being on Front Street, he hadn't even seen the
capitol dome. At the Beacon his horizon had been Holzheimer's
Storeage Warehouse-s-Long Distance Moving. But, anyway, to all
intents and purposes he was now looking at what had been his
horizon for either ten or eighteen years. Either way it was no good,
and eighteen was only a little worse than ten. You didn't get used
to hanging if you hung long enough. With some bitterness he reflected that hoodlums could have painted obscene words on the other
side of the state capitol, or a strange art commission could have
painted it with pink and blue diagonal stripes, and he wouldn't have
known about it. Oh, he'd have heard about, and 1110stlikely in the
case of a story as important as that he would have done the rewrite
job on it. But in the ordinary course of his life, he would not have
seen the words or the stripes. He didn't even see the other side of
the capitol on his way to or from work, or going for a drink at
Paddy's or the Elks'. When he bought shirts or pajamas or underwear, he bought them at Gross's, nowhere near the other side of the
capitol. When he heard the ca1l of the wild ancl went to Miss
Elizabeth's, he went in the opposite direction from the capitol. All
during the time he had been having the affair with Jess, he had had no
occasion to study the other side of the capitol, since Jess's apartment,
which she shared with another girl, was just up Hill Street from the
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office, a block and a half or two. It made him angry to have to face
the fact that there were probably out-of-town lawyers and highpressure guys who by actual count had seen the other side of the
capitol many more times than he had, although he could have hit
this side of the capitol with a silver dollar with a great deal more
ease than Washington had pitched one across the Rappahannock and
although he looked at the limestone pile (the side of it) five-sevenths
of all the nights of his life.
Perhaps tonight, on his way home, he would go out of his way
and look at it. It should be interesting to know the other side as
well as he knew the side facing him now. It would be interesting,
but he was tired and she would be waiting.

Edward Jones

"WELL,

Ann

S+olzenberg

g'bye. I gotta be goin' home now. Nice speakin' to
ya, Jake."
"Sure thing, Ed."
That yellow balloon, the sun, seemingly punctured once again,
was falling rapidly; it was time for Edward Jones to leave his park
bench. Straightening
his smaller-than-average
frame, he moved
toward the bus stop. Almost there, Edward rubbed his neck and
queried the cause of its stiffness. He decided that it was from studying the migrating birds this afternoon before meeting Jake. Just
why they had not met before today was hard to say. Both had been
coming to Garfield Place Park for over two years. However, it was
today that Edward changed seats in order to get more sun, and he
found himself beside Jake. The new bench companions had used the
day for talking. Edward told about his coin collection, his two
grandchildren, and his job with the Edison Electric Company that he
had held until three years ago. Jake admitted having lost all of his
relatives. Just thinking of this solitary sentence for life made Edward
shake his white head.
He had Joannie, Bruce, and the grandchildren, and even lived
in their home. Say, what was it his daughter cautioned him against
this morning? Yes, he remembered. Joan had warned, "Be sure not
to lose your allowance this week." Now for reassurance his prominently veined hand searched the left pocket of the comfortable pants.
Edward felt licorice, lint, seams, and finally the five dollar bill. It
was still safe. Growing suddenly conscious of a billboard, Edward
absorbed the slogan "Vote Democratic-the
party with a heart."
Hmmm, he chuckled to himself, Jake would certainly take issue with
that. In fact, he disagreed with almost everything having to clo with
politics. And Edward could not see any sense in that. Still, Jake did
make discussions lively, that is for certain.
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After boarding his bus, Edward sat behind a woman who was
wearing lilac perfume. Edward's wife had always smelled like
lilacs. But, of course, Alice always had more meat on her bones
than this-what
would the children call her-this,
"slim chicle"
Above his squinted sapphire eyes, his sparsely-bristled eyebrows
twitched in recollection. Leaning back and relaxing, he let his lips
form a smile; Edward could hardly wait to taste his favorite grape
pie promised him for dessert. It had been a good day. Perhaps
tomorrow Jake and he could reminisce about the war.

The Power of a Minority
John Bigelow

ENRV THOREAUhas written, "A minority is powerless while
it conforms to the majority; it is not even a minority then;
but it is irresistible when it clogs by its own weight." This
statement has a great deal more merit than many people might be
willing to believe. The course of history has not been, and will not
be, controlled by the conscious will of the majority, but rather by
small highly influential minority groups in whose hands lies the
power to sway the sentiments of the largely complacent majority.
"N either current events nor history," said Jefferson Davis, "show
that the majority rules or ever did rule. The contrary I believe is
true." It is imperative that we do not overlook the potential power
of a minority.
Nearly every important act chronicled in the pages of history
has had at its roots the influence of at least one dedicated minority
group, and often several groups working in vigorous opposition to
each other. In times of strife the masses are inclined to follow any
man or group of men who hold the promise of strength. It is at such
times as these that minorities become particularly effective. Mussolini
and the Fascist Party seized power through bringing a sense of order
to the demoralized and discordant people of Italy. Likewise Hitler
and the Nazi Party rose to power on a wave of public support
heralded by the rebirth of German pride and industry. In later years
a prime example of this type has been Charles DeGaulle of France,
who gained the overwhelming support of the French government and
by promising the people of France a return to the power and influence
they once held in the world. Every armed conflict in modern times
has taken place through the efforts of small dedicated groups of
people-businessmen,
aristocrats, political parties, or simply small
groups of organized citizens, each group sharing- either a just grievance or an unjust ambition. Americans as a whole did not want war
with England in 1812 anymore than the British wanted war with
America. Conflict came, nevertheless, as a direct result of grievances,
either real or imagined, suffered by both countries and bandied and
touted by the concerted will of an influential few. In like manner the
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majority of Germans did not want a second global conflict but
remained largely passive until their potential power had been weakened to such an extent that it could no longer be used to thwart
the will of the tyrannical Nazi minority. As a final case in point, it
is inconceivable that a maj01~ity of Americans would have voted, had
they the chance, to send their sons to Korea, a country most Americans had never heard of, to fight a war for reasons few people
fully understood.
The great uncoordinated mass of people making up a majority
are constantly led, pushed, repelled, and coerced by the will of the
minorities. There are the advertisers who prey upon the hidden fears,
frustrations, loves and ambitions of the people; the charity groups
who appeal to the people's compassions, generosities, and insecurities
("You too can get cancer!"); and the political organizations whose
propaganda campaigns are designed to instill in the voters feelings
of distrust and disrespect toward the opposition candidates. Among
the many effective minority organizations, such as the N.A.A.C.P.,
the John Birch Society, the American Nazi Party, and the many
pacifist gronps, a common advantage is shared which can be summarized in the word, unity. Each of these groups is highly organized
and each has a special goal.
The mass of people comprising a majority are themselves a
diverse mixture of minority classes which for the most part have long
since lost all power of independent action. These minorities (if they
can still be called that) have lapsed into a policy of complacency
and indifference. The members of these classes have allowed their
hopes and aspirations to be subverted by the will of the majority
until they no longer have a conscious will of their own. They may be
likened to a field of wheat in the wind, in that they find it easier
to bend with the breezes of public opinion than to stand tall against
these forces and voice their own convictions. What is lacking in
these people is a sense of direction, a certain amount of courage,
and the realization that nothing is ever achieved merely by dreaming
about it. It is only those who are willing to face the issue squarely
and vigorously who can have even the remotest chance of seeing their
dreams and aspirations come true. Fear of criticism can be a sti flingforce to one who lacks the courage of his convictions, but a man who
is willing to assert vigorously the dictates of his conscience will also
assert his status as an individual and as a man.

A Comic Affair
Claude Pierce, Jr.

I was seven years old, I was possessed by a deep, overpowering love. The object of my adoration could be purchased in any drugstore for ten cents, and its magic name was.
Comic Book. I remember standing for long periods of time hungrily
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eyeing those magnificent periodicals through the display window
of the town drugstore. If I obtained one, I would read and reread it until its colors faded and then brave distance and weather
to trade it for another. I could escape from a drab world in those
mazic pages, and so my love grew fat as the book grew thin.
I rarely received a comic because the depression had been extremely hard on my father, and he could not ordinarily afford this
necessity of life; therefore, I had to develop many devious methods
of acquiring them. If the hungry stare failed, I would try silent,
pitiful tears or my own version of comic book commercials. The latter
put a strain on my talents, but I believe this was the beginning of any
real creative ability I may have developed. I would compose songs
extolling comic books or their characters and sing them loudly at
every opportunity. This was iritating to my parents but rewarding
to me.
The day finally came when all my efforts were to bear fruit.
When I proudly displayed my precious collection of three faded, dogeared copies to a visiting cousin, he, wanting to encourage my appreciation of true culture, promised to send me some comic books his
son had discarded. Unlike most adults, he kept his promise, but four
terribly long days passed before the books arrived. Naturally, I was
absent when the great even occurred, and I did not get home until
late afternoon. Expecting five or six books at most, my blissful eyes
beheld an empty shipping crate which had been packed full of those
literary wonders. Now they were stacked in piles or scattered over
the entire living room floor. Scattered among them, deeply absorbed
in their contents, was every friend I had in the county. I suddenly
realized my joy was to be short lived when several horrible possibilities vividly presented themselves. Since I was not present when
the crate hac! been opened, was it not possible that some of the books
heed already mysteriously disappeared?
I would never know. My
parents were fools for allowing this to happen; where were they
when the deed was done? My so-called friends were here only to
see my books, and it was evident that I could not trust anyone of
them. If I let them take a few books home, some would probably
be conveniently lost before I got them back. I had to act fast. The
only solution was to read all of them now before any more got away.
In attempting the feat, I found that all the joy, all the magic, all the
pleasure, which I hael readily found in the books before, was fading
rapidly with each one I read. I was reading obviously because of the
necessary speed, plus the obvious fact that I must keep one eye open
for thievery. My love for comics died a slow death that day. I could
not understand why I was miserable when I should have been
ecstatic; I knew only that something good had been replaced
by something bad. Years later, I realized my sudden wealth had
intensified every bed characteristic I possessed. Not having been
. exposed to wealth, I did not know what to with it. It was a moment
of truth, and I was caught naked before the mirror of my personality.
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That day I shook hands with that wary little man called "Selfishness,"
who breath~s. the purest suspicion and proudly wears the garments
of self-sacrifice.

A Y ou+hful Mind
Clark Kimball

T

TRIAL w~nt on. For many long clays the. eight. def~ndants
had thrown ICy stares at the prosecutor and his staf f. Charged
with crimes against humanity, the defendants were getting a
taste of the Western, democratic judicial processes.
"But," cried the inquiring voice of one youth, "I do not understand how German citizens could be tried in Germany by foreigners.
Was Germany a part of this Western bloc so as to be subject to the
same laws?"
"N 0, my son," came the reply, "but we have a moral right to try
these men. They have committed the worst of atrocities against 11\1manity. These deeds must not go unavenged."
"Didn't the Germans hate the Jews?"
"Perhaps some of them did."
"Didn't the Nazis feel that the extermination of Jews was in the
best interests of the German republic?" further probed the inquisitive one.
"Perhaps so, young one, but these men were not speaking for the
people as a whole. It is unthinkable that the people as a whole of any
State could entertain such a terrible magnitude of hatred resulting
in the cold-blooded slaughtering of millions of human beings. These
were but a few fanatics not much responsive to the German people
as such."
"But is not the State an organized entity whose outward expressions are determined by its leaders?"
"That must be admitted, for one state deals with another through
leader-to-leader contact."
"Were not the fanatical few to which you refer the outward
expression of the German State due to their positions of leadership?"
"Well, yes."
"I," claimed the youth, "have been brought up believing that the
taking of any life is a violation of the moral standard. Is it not the
case, though, that the circumstances of my upbringing have contributed to my beliefs ?"
"To some extent this is true. There is, however, a universal code
which man by nature is forced to recognize. One aspect of it is the
value of human life."
"Do we not kill thousands of men in war?"
"Yes."
HE
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"Is it not most desirable for a man who claims he recognizes a
moral code to adhere to it completely, regardless of the consequences?
How else can it be a true moral code? Can it be said that a man really
has a moral code if he reaches for rationalizations
to permit his
violating the very code he set up as a standard for judging all the
world's people?"
"If one lies, is he honest?"
"Certainly not!"
"If I steal my neighbor's chicken, am I a thief?"
"Yes, of course."
"Even if I were hungry?"
"Yes."
"Or if I stole to give to my starving neighbor across the street?"
"Still."
"There, you see," exclaimed the now bright-eyed youth, "I would
be called a thief even if circumstances required me to steal my
neighbor's chicken. By the same reasoning, I cannot fail to see the
comparison to taking a man's life in war. Even though circumstances
allegedly require this, once done the nation no longer abides by its
professed moral belief. If it is truly a universal moral law-an
existence of Right-,
no possible reason for breaking it could be
given. Do you agree?"
"We seem to be forced to that conclusion."
"Did not God admonish man to 'Judge not others least ye yourself
be judged' ?"
"He did."
"When we try these men, are we not acting as judges? Aren't
we saying in effect that the entire Nazi system was not based upon
the 'correct' moral guidelines? Further, are we not saying that all
men must adhere to our particular standards because we say they are
the 'right' ones?"
"vVe are judging only insofar as determining violations of generally accepted moral ideas."
"Did you not admit earlier that the Nazi leaders perhaps had
other moral beliefs at least as far as the Jewish problem is concerned ?"
"Yes."
"Would we be trying these men if we had not been victorious over
them in war? If the Germans had not swept out of their boundaries,
but had stayed in Germany and still carried out their murders, would
they have been tried?"
"Probably not."
"To the victors belong the spoils. Tell me: are you in a position
to carry out j udgments for all mankind ?"
"No, only for myself."
"Then who are you or who am I to say that these men have
violated the rights of humanity?
How can we sit in judgment on
them? How can we say all men should recognize a moral code which
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we ourselves break? 'vVe do not know that we are right since none
of us is in God's position. We have no business trying these eight
men for violating OUR code. They adhered to theirs. How, I then
wonder, have we dared to assume the role of judgers?"

Out of the Park. Happy
Sharon Sperry
·WALKED to the edge of the sidewalk. He was standing across
the street with his back turned to me so that all I could see was
a bulky, black rain coat and two brown trousered legs with an
umbrella resting against them. His head was round and small for
the size of his frame, and his hair was beginning to thin so that a
shiny spot at the crown reflected the sun. .I called out, but when he
didn't turn, .I ran across the street to him. I was panting when I
reached his side. He glanced at me and frowned. I smiled, but he
only softened the frown and directed his gaze to the bush in front of
us. Moments passes while I waited for some word of recognition.
Abruptly he turned and walked to a nearby bench. I followed and
felt vaguely like a small child tagging after him. When he had sat
down, he glanced up at me, standing before him, and his face once
again became the warmness I had remembered.
"You are excited about something?"
I nodded my head, unable to say what I felt. He motioned to
the seat beside him. I put my books on the ground and sat down.
He had picked up a stick from the sidewalk. It: was about two inches
long and the diameter of a finger. He carefully removed the scaly
bark while he spoke.
"I did not think it wise for you to speak too soon. Happiness
is enriched by proper telling, but not in a panting voice with run-on
words. Now you have caught your breath. Tell me what makes
you so happy."
"I got the job!"
He nodded his head and smiled.
We talked on, and he told me about a group of children he'd seen
in the park. The nursemaid would stop their game if she thought it
was being played badly and then would start it over by her own rules.
One child, when he was stopped, had cried and run off. He had
seen the child on the other side of the park, where, together, they had
played a game about the birds and animals. They were happy until
the nursemaid found them. He said that there were tears in the eyes
0,£ the child, but that the nursemaid had only glared and shaken her
Iist at him. It was sad, the way he told it, and I didn't say anything,
just listened to the breeze as it rustled the leaves. He smiled at n~e
and then asked, "Are you happy with yourself, with this life?"
_r didn't pass it off. His !110uthsmiled, but his eyes were strangely
serious. I only looked at hl111and then at the ground and my feet.
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"That's not too easy to answer."
He nodded his head.
"I expected you to say that. You're not entirely happy then ?"
"No, I guess not. I'm sort of bitter about things around me. And,
I get angry at myself for giving in to it too easily."
He looked at the puffy clouds overhead. He had to blink and
squint against the brightness. His face was a frown.
"What would you say if I were to give you the chance to be
anyone else except yourself in another time when those things you
hate were not present?"
Perhaps it was the tone of his voice. Perhaps I only imagined
a change. I laughed.
"You mean an age when people were less hypocritical,
more
humane? A time without all the mess of today's world ?"
He nodded his head, The stick had fallen to the ground, and he
stopped to pick it up again.
"I have the power to transport you to any time, any place, even
to a non-existent world, a utopia."
I could think of nothing to say, so I sat looking at him and he
at me. Finally he spoke.
"What do you say to that?"
It was as if he had asked me to give him all my blood. In the
midst of a simple conversation I found myself confronted with the
darkest of questions. I looked at my hands to gain time.
"It would be hard to say. I don't know."
He turned in his seat to face me directly.
"I can give it to you; believe that. Depending on your choice,
you will never have another worry, because you will have escaped
what you hate and fear. There is but one thing you must do."
I had the impulse to stop him or to run away. I wanted to turn
the conversation back to the children, to talk about jobs or animals.
I was unprepared for this.
"I couldn't guess what it is."
"You must give up those personality traits that you call yoursel f.
Let me explain. You were placed in this time and given these traits.
In another time you must be changed because you exist here and 110W
only. It is an impossibility for you to be yourself any other time
than the present. Do you understand?"
He had stopped speaking as if he knew I would need time to
think about it. Before I could find the words to say what I thought,
he spoke again.
"When you make up your mind, I'll be waiting. If you want it,
I'll be here. Just look for me."
I stared. I could net have answered if I had wanted to. Suddenly I felt that I would be given no choice in the matter, that my
very presence with him, my knowledge of what he had said would
commit me. He seemed to' understand my thoughts. He stood to go,
but turned back to me.
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"After the choice is made, you will be happy, you know."
I couldn't sleep that night. The wind was blowing loudly, and
the trees outside my window shook violentlv. The limbs were bare of
leaves, and in the patterns they formed on the wall I could see his
face, his back as he walked down the path. Finally I slept. The alarm
went off early.
Outside, the morning was crisp. I didn't go to school, but walked
to the park. I strolled around, watching the children play. I spotted
the nursemaid with the kids. One boy was sitting on the bench while
the others played. I watched him for a long time. J-Ie reminded me
of my older brother when he was young, and I wanted to go talk to
him, as if he somehow might have my solution. But the nursemaid
would not leave, and I didn't want to talk to anyone.
I turned from the play area and walked to the fish panel. I was
staring at the black minnows swimming near the top of the pool when
something caught my eye. I looked up and saw him standing on
the other side of the pond. His umbrella was resting between his feet,
<mel he held the top in both hands, like some grotesque softshoe
dancer. I looked at him, but we just stood without moving.
"You don't have much longer. If you don't make up your mind
soon, it will be too late. What will it be?"
I looked back at the boyan the bench, and all the thoughts of
injustice and evil ancl ugliness crowded in on 111ymind. It suddenly
occurred to me that I was facing the paradox of the Garden of Eden.
I could choose the garden and be blissfully ignorant ever after.
Indeed, I could cease to exist, and in my place, another would fulfill
my life span. Or I could stay in the midst of so much that I hated
and partake of the apple of knowledge. What's more, I had the
chance to give up the rat race without sacrificing a life-a dignified
sort of suicide. Which one?
He had lifted his umbrella under his arm and turned to go. I
started to call to him to tell him what I had decided, but he spoke
before I found the worels.
"I was afraid you'd decide that. You will be sorry someday,
and lam disappointed in you. This was your only chance."
He turned and walked down the path. As I watched him go, I
could hear the nursemaid scolding the boy. I picked up a dirty piece
of paper. Making a paper airplane of it. I turned to face the nurse
and sailed it high in the air. It circlecl twice and came clown softly
to hit her in the back of the neck. If I had aimed, I could have done
no better. She rubbed the spot and spun around to finc! who had
thrown it, surprise and anger in her face. I laughed aloud ancl
walked out of the park, happy.

